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Excerptfrom

Pasajero de mi Corazon
(Rider of my heart)

Sarah and I are ready to go to the beach. It's Sunday, and I don't go to church at home.
My life is my prayer and meditation . Dr. Rodriguez and two colleagues are searching
for someone, a Dr. Carol Howard, outside the Cape House Restaurant on the University
of Cape Coast campus. We don't know who or where she is.
Dr. Rodriguez is going to Elmina Beach . The beach is in the shadows of European
slave castles close to Rawlins Bay. Sarah and I invite ourselves along. We cram into the
back seat of hi s car like teen-agers with Basil and Juan, who are fellows in
anthropology. I look forward to escaping from the campus.
Fishermen are heading back from a long day on the ocean. The beach is part of a brand
new resort that sits just outside Elmina. Tall coconut trees line the beach front and are
mirrored in the wooden doors of the cottages which were carved by local craftsmen.
Women with smoked fish piled high on their heads cut through the beach on the way to
their homes several yards away from the resort.
Sarah decides to walk down the beach looking for shells. I run into the water and try to
swim , but the tide is too strong, so I lay in the water and let the rolling tide knock me
around.
Emerging from the water, l notice a man surrounded by children of the village. It's
Saul, who is patiently answering questions of the children who are curious about him, a
"broni," a person from the white man's land.
When the children see me, they ask Saul who I am, does he know this broni? He smiles,
says, "yes" and sits next to me on the beach. Twilight approaches as the children slowly
leave for the village. I pick up my camera. The ocean shimmers like diamonds and mist
ri ses around the palm trees. The image is irresistible, and so is Saul.
He knead s the muscles in my back, and says, "Chica, you can't be tense in Africa.
Tonight, I want you to relax with me." He studies my drivers license as I look for my
business card, shuffling through my backpack. He asks, "What did you do for your
birthday, did you spend it in Africa?" I tell him I was in the Dakar airport en route to
Elmina when the other students, Sarah, Tianna, Larry and Kojo sang happy birthday to
me.
His touch is gentle. I feel the energy from his tender firm stroking. I start to feel very
warm. I find my last business card. He says there are no accidents in the universe, that
everything happens for a reason. We are to meet later at a restaurant on the ocean.
Sitting in a wooden gazebo after a dinner of prawns in brown sauce and rice, I lean
back in the chair and gaze at the night sky. A new moon peeks between the palm trees
and I sigh with contentment. I am full of the beauty of this place and the peace within
me.
Saul reaches over to embrace me, kissing me gently. He rubs his hand on my thigh. I
kiss him as I rub his back and thighs. His kisses are generous, soft and wet. My legs
start to tremble. He rubs my breasts gently and squeezes them. As his other hand rubs
my clitoris, I become wet. I rub his pants. He is getting hard. "Let's walk down the
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We walk past a grove of coconut trees that mark the end of the resort. We stop and I
lean against a tree. He holds me firmly and slowly rotates his hips into mine. I press my
hips back . He ptlts his tongue in my ear, blowing softly.
I can barely stand up. He lifts my skirt, and rubs my clitoris and gently puts a finger in
my vagina. I want to climb on him, and let him enter me. Saul tells me to relax, he
won't hurt me. He says, "Hold me."" I'm going to love you all night." I hold him as his
lips and tongue roam over my body.
He hungrily takes my nipples into his mouth, drinking me like coconut milk. He rubs
my pubic bone with his penis, which has grown harder and longer with each stroke. I
want to take it in my mouth and suck it like sweet ripe plantain, very slowly. Instead,
I whisper, I am a good woman. A loving woman. I know, oh, I know, he tells me. he
turns me over on my stomach. The sand is cool and firm. He enters my vagina with just
the tip of his penis. I am honey inside. He feels so good to me, I cry and moan with
pleasure. Don't tease me, I plead with him, give it all to me. He slides the head in and
out very, very slowly. He fills me up.
He slaps my buns gently and says, "You haven't been getting good loving, well let
Daddy love you, yes, baby, bay-beee." I say, "Si, si, mi pasajero, mi corazon, si mi
pasajero grande." He rides me harder as he turns me on my back and pushes my legs up
as I grip his buttocks, pushing him in me to what seems like my navel. Oh, he fills me
up.
Our bodies are in a rhythm as old as the tides that echo in the night. He rides me until I
am no longer conscious of being separate from his coconut sweat bathing me in the
moonlight. He rides me past all the hurt and grief that I have let go of while in his arms.
Mi pasajero, I come with you to a place I have never been before. I am free.
Tonight, gentle rider, look at the moon. Drink coconut milk by the ocean and think of
me as the tide caresses the sand. I will smile and think of you. I will mount the horse of
desire with you, and press my breasts into your chest and open my legs and let you fill
me up. Mi pasajero grande, mi corazon.
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